"All or nothing is your principle," I said.
"Thats it," he responded in a ringing voice, aglow with
enthusiasm. "All or nothing."
"Well," I said, "as it is quite certain that you wont get All,
you are practically the propagandist of Nothing: a Nihilist, in
fact."
"I am not ashamed of the word Nihilist," he said. "The
Nihilists are my brothers."
"To change the subject," I said: "is it really true that your
heart is so bad that a sudden noise would kill you?"
"It is," he said proudly. "You could snuff me out like a candle
by knocking that cup of Liebig's Extract over on to the floor."
I looked round. A grandfather's clock ticked peacefully in the
silence; for Joe, having reminded himself of the Liebig, was now
drinking it; and even he could not talk and drink at the same time.
"Mr Budgett," I said, rising, "I am not a Nihilist; and it is
perfectly clear to me that nothing will ever be done as long as
you are about. So here goes!" And I pulled the grandfather's
clock right over.
It fell with an appalling crash, striking as it fell until its weights
thundered on the boards. Terrified at my own deed, I looked
fearfully at the dying man. But Joe did not die. Instead, he sprang
out of bed and said, "What the	are you doing?"
I thought it best, on the whole, to drop from the window and
make for the railway station. Next day I sent him £2—all I could
spare—to pay for repairing the clock. But he sent it back to me
with a letter of some thirty pages to say that he could do without
a clock, but not without his self-respect.
That was why Mrs Budgett objected to my speaking at the
funeral.
I confess, now that advancing years have mellowed my char-
acter, that I was wrong in trying to kill Joe. One must live and
let live. He bore no malice whatever for the incident, and used
to refer to it with the utmost good humor, always ending up
with the assurance that he did not take me seriously, and knew
that my real object was simply to give him a hearty laugh.
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